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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Suddenly thought I’d like a day (or so) by the sea, 
Not being able to make up my mind between Lowestoft and Clacton 
(and I don’t know where it would have landed me if I had), I was 
about to give the whole thing up when I was suddenly reminded of 
the Dickens’ Fétes. Went to Broadstairs accordingly. Haven't 
been to Broadstairs since I was a boy, and were both so altered that 
we hardly knew each other. I don’t say that either of us is 
improved, but nothing can spoil the pretty little bay, and the sea is 
the same the immortal novelist took ‘‘ salmon-coloured ” disport- 
mentin. There is a pretty little Pavilion Theatre “‘just added to 
the attractions’’ I note, under the practical sway of Mr. E. C. 
Stafford. Lazed about among the games and flags and bazaars a 
bit, then lay on the sands and read Hooley’s tale of universal 
bribery. He has a rather ‘ to-be-continued-in-our-next” style. 
Why can’t he let us have it all at once ? 


THOROUGHNESS. 


Some revelations Hooley’s made, 
Though timed and played with neatness 
(About the sums he says he’s paid) 
Appear to lack completeness— 
To pick out people here and there 
Is acting like a ‘“‘ noddy ” — 
Why don’t he honestly declare 
‘‘ T just bribed everybody!” 


ENVOI. 
And when you come to think it out, 
The situation’s rather funny, 
He bribed the blessed world, no doubt, 
But whose the Dickens was the money ! 


Went and helped them open the Dalston Theatre in the evening. 


Thursday.—Went down to Goodwood for the Cup. Didn't get 
it. Looked in on the Wesleyan Conference at Hull. 


Friday.—Got down to Aldershot (nice sandy place) and saw the 
Public School Boys and the Highlanders (Volunteers all) have a 
field day together. Excellent show of boys—capital ditto of High- 
landers. When it comes to “repelling the stern invader” these 
will do to go on with, anyway. Attended the Hardwicke debate at 
the Inner Temple Hall and helped Admiral Hoskins to distribute 
the prizes on board the Worcester training ship. 


Saturday.—Took H.R.H. carefully down to Cowes; he bore the 
journey well—best plucked invalid l’ve seen these few times. Saw 
Monson and Honour (“‘ Honour,” save the mark!) “ put away.” 


a ee —— 


Norice.—The Editor will not b 











Should feel it a distinction to have been on that jury! Dined with 
the Lord Mayor and the Gallery Press at the Mansion House. 


RECIPROCITY. 


Though many interests lay siege 
His lordship feels ‘‘ noblesse obleege " ; 
And having, one night, entertained 
The artists—felt himself entertained 
(Opining he could do no less) 
To likewise entertain ‘‘ the Press."’ 
The Press arrived, 
And does it need at all explaining 
That each contrived 
To find the other entertaining ? 


Monday.—Had a morning with Hooley (in the newspaper), but 
found it a bit monotonous. Can't he invent something new? His 
stories all the same. Same incidents, same motives, same people 
(under different names). He’s getting played out, and ought to 
strike out in a new direction (though he has been striking out all 
round, to tell the truth), or else he’ll lose his popularity. Made off 
to Cowes early—Bank Holidayites all round me, on every side, and 
some of themon top of me. Got there all the same. Lovely sea— 
lovely air—lovely yachts! lovely girls!! lovely drinks!!! Shall 
stay here for always. 


“uesday.—Had to come back and help “ Prince Arthur” give 
seven silver cigar boxes and seven gold match boxes to the seven 
‘‘ Unionist’ whips. Sounds like a fairy tale, but it isn’t—it wasa 
solid (gold and silver—bi-metallic) fact. Just ran over and saw the 
Americans safely into Pouce and Gibara, and got back in time for 
the Queen's Cup race—met it, in fact—at Cowes. Helped to swell 
the triumph of Her Most Gracious’ drive into the town, and then 
went over to get my ‘‘ Dunmow Flitch.” Capital institution, the 
flitch, though I didn’t get it. 


THE MARK OF FORTUNE. 


Among historic prizes which 

Should interest the poor and rich 
(If marriage vows they've taken) 

The poet readily will pitch 

Upon the famous Dunmow Flitch 
To grateful thoughts awaken. 


Oh, happy they! (you will allow) 

Who, having taken that same vow, 
Have never been forsaken, 

Who after many wedded years 

Can kiss again (without the tears) ‘ 
And still have saved their bacon. 


Tue SpPorrer. 
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e answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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PASSING EVENTS. 
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The Chelsex Mosquito Plague . 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “Fun’s’’ WaSHERWOMAN. | 
| 


AccogDIn’ to Mr. Hooley, “ ev’ry man 
’as "is price,”’ an’ some of ’em runs to a 
preshus ‘igh figger; but ‘is startlin’ 
charges ain’t proved yet, so, though wen 
we reads ’’em we can’t ’elp openin’ our | 
eyes, let’s keep our mouths shut. Wen 
@ man torks about thousands of pounds | 
as if they was shillin’s it makes me feel | 
inklined to chuck washin’ up; but still, | 
on the hole, I think I woud rather stick | 
to the wash-tub than start company | 
promotin’; the former seems a cleaner 
bizness in ev’ry sense of the wurd; there 
ain’t so much of ‘‘ washin’ dirty linen in 
publik.” ‘Avy, there’s the rub!” as 
Shakeyspere ses. 

All right-minded folks will rejoice that 
Honor and Monson ’ave got five years’ 
penal servitude. These two worthies 
met(a)calf—I means, they apparently led 
Metcalfe away, so ’e’s got 18 months to 
‘‘chew the cud of bitter reflextion.’’ The 
papers are full of narsty cases, an’ if you 
notis, it is the blessid, cursid muney wot 
is at the bottom of most of ’em; well 
may it be called ‘ the root of all evil,” 
but none of us ’ave any rooted objekshun 
to it! 

The ‘* Man of Bloodand Iron,” strong 
as ’e was, ‘as been vanquished by a 
stronger one—Death. Prince Bismark 
was a great man in every respec’—great 
in statur, great in intelleck, an’, as sich, 
worthy of the ’ighest hadmirashun. ’E 
was, so to say, a Mount St. Bernard; 
the Emperor William is a terrier, an’ | 
snappy at that. | 

Glad I am that we (k)need not feel un- | 
knee-sy about the Prince of Wales  ’Is 
knee-cap seems to be gettin’ on capital, 
an’ I ’opes the bull-etins from Cowes | 
will show still further improvement. | 
Phew! ain’t it ot ? Asthe Cockney sed | 
at Brighton races last Tuesday, ‘“‘ The — 
’eat of the summer is ’ot on the ’ill.”’ 

A bailiff named Taylor shot at Judge Parry in the Manchester 
County Court, an’ the judge ’ad a narrer escape from death, for, 
of corse, ’e coudn’t parry a bullet. It appears the judge was goin’ 
to deprive this bailiff of ’is certificat, for illegal seizure, but Taylor 
thort ‘I'll be shot if you do!” or rather, ** You will be shot if you 
do’’; an’ ’e fired at the judge, woundin’ ’im in the ’ead, but, luckily, 
it ain’t likely to be fatal. Then there was a legal seizure, for 
Taylor was pinned, an’ taken into custody. ‘Sich an okurrence 
is uneek,”’ as the householder sed wen the tax-collector was an 
’our late. 

By-the-bye, the littel King of Spain is sufferin’ from the measles. 
I s’pose the Americans ‘ave “‘ knocked the spots’’ out of ’im. 
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To Bye-Bye By-and-Bye. 


(Anti-Alectryon applicants for magisterial advice are no longer 
being sent empty away. They rejoice to learn that the London 
County Council proposed “ bye-bye ’’-laws against ‘‘ noisy animals ”"’ 
will some day, some day, come into operation.—See Newspapers. 


‘‘When I dipt into the future, as far as human eye could see.” — 
LocksLrey HAL.t.} 


QvorH Citizen to Beak: ‘“‘ With no 
Revengeful sort of sneer or jibe, I 
Attack my neighbour's rooster’s crow! 
But, since myself and family lie (by 
The hour together) courting slee 
In vain, I'd like to learn if I, by 
Your Worship’s help, can find some cheap 
Device for getting off to ‘ bye-bye’ ! 
To bye-bye! to bye-bye! 
We pine, we pule, we sigh, 
While forced insomnia brings us low ! 
Say, have we any chance to go 
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HEALTH ITEM. 
FEELING A BIT Run Down. 
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Quoth Beak to Citizen: ‘*‘ Have glee ! 
On you and your distressful tribe I 
Can solace shed! The L.C.C, 
Desires your souls to —— by 
A brand-new bye-law. Patient Fi 
Must wait till some few ages fly by 
On Saturn’s wheel, then, rooster-free, 
You'll go with blissful ease to bye-bye ! 
To bye-bye! to bye-bye! 
The time ye may not spy 
Till Greece’s Kalends come! But yet 
Your gizzards ye may cease to fret, 
For the brand of Cain that’s being set 
On Chanticleer will let you get 
To bye-bye by-and-bye!!” 


— — ee — 











Cowes Regatta. 


Tue ‘“ bulls’’ and the “ bears’’ now exchange business cares 
For the yachting attractions of Cowes; 
‘‘ The world and his wife’’ think the essence of life 
Is to draw to them Royalty’s bows. 
There are plenty of ‘‘ nobs"’ and a sprinkling of snobs 
Who will copy, in fashion of ape, 
The dress of “ me lud,”’ but they lack the ‘‘ blue blood,” 
So in vein seek acquaintance to scrape ! 


If minus a yacht, you must fearlessly trot 
Out your kaowledge of nautical talk, 

And boast in the past that you owned one as fast 
As the wind oul as buoyant as cork ! 

For the language is ‘‘ yachty " and racy and “ knotty ”’— 
That topic all have on the mind; 

At Cowes big regatta e’en tailor and hatter 


Will “saline” their talk, you will find! 
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Bobby (in a stage whisper). 


The Hooley Circe. 


With lances free, and careless shield, 


The knights of commerce took the field 


i ee What compan might yield 
When placed beneath their sway 
Vith winks and nods and knowing 

hru 
ach free lance hinted there were 
t recly these fina Th 
V\ prat ig t he fra 
\}] ld that glitters! is theircry, 
* And aught but 1 limy eve 
! h i ni we W fl. 
So at high game they tlew 
itthem down at many boards, 
| lires, knights, and even lords, 


ind though they eldom drew their 
swords, 


Their fees they always drew. 


Ni ld mine but they gathered there, 
Their share they made the lion’s share, 
lor, though but one ild take the chair, 


They all took all they could. 
In Capital so gathered they 
Much interest took, it was their way; 
They generally made it pav, 
“As ute financie rs sh uld. 


COLD MUTTON. 


‘Twas of a witch both rich and great, 
Who loved all men of high estate, 
\ kind of Circe, up-to-date, 

(nd on alarger scale. 


‘What ho!” they cried with one accord, 
“Why, here’s a nymph who can afford 
Te pay for e’en the noblest lord, 
And pay him nobly, too ! si 
So Circe-wards they straightway hied, 
\nd when that wealthy nymph they 
spied, 
They winked respectfully and cried: 
‘‘H’m! Fancy meeting you!” 


Then Circe took a lofty stand, 

And seattered largess to the band ; 

Who thanked her very kindly, and 
Accepted it as such. 

For more and more they daily pined, 

And daily found their Circe kind ; 

While she their reason undermined, 
They thanked her very much. 


But, oh,a change came o'er that crew: 

As daily they more hungry grew 

Snouts came and tails with curly screw 
The curious could divine . 

The knights and lords of other da’ 


6 But, mamuina, we said grace for this yesterday.” 


3ut still their mistress day by day 

Stood up and poured her gold away 

And watched her wretched victims play 
And wallow in their gilt— 

She laughed to see them scramble so, 

She laughed he! he! She laughed ho! 

ho! 

She laughed so much, she didn’t know 

That all her gold was spilt. 


] 
| 


Then cried the swine, ‘* Her power’s 
gone! 
She'll look dejected, sick, and wan ; 
No more a jaunty air she'll don ; 
The mart no more she rigs.” 
But Circe, to their pained surprise, 
Unblushing raised her twinkling eyes, 
And, spite their shrill protesting cries, 
She called them Guinea Pigs. 





The Author’s Varnish. 


’ 


(An ‘‘author’’ was summoned in the 
County Court the other day for the price 
of three pints of varnish, whereupon his 
Honour asked what on earth an author 
wanted with varnish !} 
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“T’ll take the Financial Jobber,” he continued, languidly, to a 


A Town Mouse. dapper little man serving behind the counter. 
CHAPTER 3.—“‘MR.’ DRY MAKES MISCHIEF.” “ Very wey Coan just sold out. I can give you the Sussex Farmer 
or the Pi , sir.” 
“ WHat are going to do to-day, Mr. Banks?” said Rose, “ rae he it, man ; they’re no good. I’m not a farmer.” 
sweetly, as Herbert left the breakfast table, with the air of a map ‘Very sorry, sir. Didn’t know. Most folks are, sir, round here. 
who had done a pleasing duty well, Good morning, sir.”’ 


“‘ Well, I’m jiggered,”’ said Banks, sulkily. “I have come to a 
lively place. Seven miles from anywhere, is it? And ajolly good 
job, too. It’s a bit early in the morning, but, hang me, if I don’t 
sample the village pub. I shall feelat home there, unless they only 
keep curds and whey.” 

The village hostelry was a pretty, quaint, old place, called the 
True Lovers, and Herbert swaggered in with a lordly air. 

‘‘T shall know how to astonish the natives here, at any rate,” he 
muttered, as he leant over the bar in the most approved London 
style, and rapped loudly on the counter. There was a distant 
shuffle of feet on tiled floors, and a voice shouted ‘‘ Coming!” and 
there burst into view the presiding fairy of the bar, otherwise Miss 
Polly Bewcholicks, the innkeeper’s daughter. 

Polly was buxom, red-cheeked, and possessed many a rustic 
charm, and Herbert then and there commenced a wild flirtation, 
unconscious of a villager in the bar, who, after various con- 
|  temptuous sniffs, drank up his beer and went out. What a deal of 
| worry it would have saved had Herbert recognised his quondam 
| acquaintance, Mr. Dry. 

It is unnecessary to follow in detail the conversation that took 
place between the two, as they stood there, chaffing and bantering 
each other, Herbert being quite in his element and fast regaining 

| the self-esteem which had been given such a rude shaking that 
morning. Suffice it to say that at the end of an hour he was still 
there, and seemed in no way inclined to go. It was then, how- 
ever, that the threshold became darkened by the entrance of a burly 
countryman, who stepped heavily up to the bar. 

‘‘Well, Polly! ’’ he said loudly, scowling at Herbert. 

‘‘ Well, Tom!” she answered tartly, scarcely looking at him. 

‘* Seem to be enjoyin’ o’ yourself, lass.” 
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COMMENCED A WILD FLIRTATION, 


It was part of the arrangement with Farmer Gaffer that he should 
have his meals with the family, and, though Herbert could have 
easily dispensed with the eight or nine raw, grinning yokels whom 
the farmer chose to include in his “family,” the presence of the 
fair Rose made ample amends. Until one is used to it, it is some- 
what embarrassing to have eight pairs of eyes gazing stolidly into 
your face, intensified by the fact that eight mouths are fulfilling a 
course of rapid mastication, the jaws working in perfect unison. 

“What is there to do?’’ asked Banks. ‘1 think I’ll just go 
down to the village to see if there is any excitement. I wish I had 
someone to show me round,” he added, insinuatingly. 

‘Oh, if you mean me, I’ve got my work to do. Old Molly has 
been laying astray, and I've got to find where.” E 

‘*Do many of the people in this village ‘ lay astray,’ then?’’asked | 
Banks, as he remembered the meeting with Mr. Dry that morning. 
‘They don’t take the trouble to find out in London. They just 
let them sleep where they like, or else the police move ‘em on.” 

“Yes! but the people in London don’t lay eggs,” said Rose, 
laughing. ‘*‘Old Molly’ is our best hen, and she’s got a nest 
somewhere. You must learn something about our country life 
before you go, Mr. Banks.” 

‘I will with pleasure if you will consent to teach me,” replied 
Herbert, slipping on his cap and blushing. “I think I'll just go 
and get a paper and see how the Money Market’s'going,” he added 
with dignity, glancing at the set of grinning yokels. 

‘* How the deuce was I to know she meant a beastly chicken,” he 
muttered, as he strode along. ‘It would have been good fun letting 
her chaff me if it hadn't been for that lot of grinning - It's a 
good job they don’t know anything about the coffee stall. What a 
pretty girl she is. I'd give something to stand in Mr. Smith’s 
shoes, whoever he is.” 

He reached the village of Meads in due course, and searched up 
and down the main street for a paper shop, causing some diversion 
a village oe pon who followed him in procession. 

ere was only one shop in the street. It was really a chemist’ 
but the shop window displayed a wonderful variety of seaiioe fen rae 
sale. Herbert was turning away in disgust, when he caught the 
word “ Newsagent ” written up over the door 
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Polly,” he added, bringing his fist down with a bang on the 
bar, ‘‘ I ain’t going to have you mashed, mind that.” 

‘I had no idea of mashing the young lady, as you call it,” said 
Herbert, “and least of all interfering between ‘ true lovers,’ but 
how on earth was I to know? You should have her labelled.” 

‘I don’t want none of your sarce. I’m Tom Hardy,Iam. So 
you make yourself scarce.” 

This then was Hardy, the village “outer.” The name had a 
subduing effect on Herbert. He had no wish to be pounded to a 
jelly on the first day of his holiday, so he edged towards the door, 
covering his retreat with : 

“Well, as you've come, Tom Hardy, there ain’t much pleasure 
in stopping.” 

‘‘ Don’t let me ketch you here agen,” was the withering reply. 

— Banks hurried back to the farm in an unenviable state of 
min ad 

Crossing the apple orchard, he met Rose, who stared at him 
stonily for a moment and then cut him dead. 

“‘What’s the matter, Miss Rose,” he said, hurrying after her; 
“has Molly gone astray again ?”’ 

“No; it’s you this time, Mr. Banks. Ted Dry has just been here. 
He said you were drinking heavily at the True Lovers, and 
making violent love to that hussey. He brought up a message for 
all the farm hands to go down and drink her health.”’ 


' “ What an awful scoundrel!" gasped Herbert. 


(To be continued.) 














The True Romance.! 


[The People’s Laureate has a grievance. Outside omnibus- 
passengers at Rottingdean have been disbranching Mr. Kipling’s 
trees.— Morning Leader. |} 


‘‘ FAREWELL, Romance! ”’ the Poet said 2; 
‘Long time I’ve marked thy calm abode 
In those fair trees, high overhead, 
Which overhang the dusty road. 
But vetoing Vandals bid thee dwell 
No longer there. Romance, farewell ! 


“Farewell, Romance! The creaking branch 
Goes ra-ra-rrrp ® ’neath clutches coarse: 
And thee, the hideous avalanche 
Of fierce iconoclastic force 
Brings, bruised and broken-nerved, from thy 
Arboreous bower. Romance, good-bye ! 


‘‘ Farewell, Romance! When they infringe 
Thy rights and mine again, I fain 

Would harp them down to Hell-Gate’s Hinge 
With some True-Thomas-worthy strain ! 

But, woe is me, I see no chance 

Of such mage power! Farewell, Romance! 


‘Romance, farewell! The ’bus, on which 
Destructive hands my leaflets steal, 
I fain would down to Hades switch, 
Sheer down, with guttering brake asqueal ® , 
For thy sweet sake!” . While stormed he thus, 
Romance brought up ° another *bus! ! 


‘«‘ All hail, Romance!” the Poet cried, 
When he had paused and gazed awhile ; 
For pictured fancies, various-dyed, 
That ’bus bedizening, made him smile— 
Pretty conceits, that boomed (with arch 
Ingenuousness) Pills, Soap, and Starch ! 


‘¢ All hail, Romance! Not thou, dull sprite, 
Who drowsest, Stylite-like, in trees ; 
But THovu who mak’st creation bright 
With works of modern Ungs’ , like these! 
Lo, in this age of trade’s advance, 
Lord Puff is King! All hail, Romance! 





Reference to quotations from Kipling: (1) “ To the True Romance"; (2) and 
(6). “The King”: (8) and (5) “Song of the Banjo”; (4) “ Tomlinson” and 


ree y vy tr ” - 6 . Ltar ryf re 
The Last Rhyme of True Thomas”; (7) The Story o! 1g 








Bank Holiday Waftings. 

Wat a brilliant day it was, too! Where did I go? Well,I 
did ask the Editor where he would like me to go, and his reply was, 
to say the least, not consistent with his usual urbanity. So I 
rapidly decided to spend the day at Merry Margate, the place par 
excellence to restore the jaded journalist to joyousness once 
more. In the cause of frugality, and afflicted with a too 
vivid imagination of what I might have had from Mr. Hooley for 
introducing him to the proprietor of a splendid business devoted to 
supplying nutriment to our canine and feline quadrupeds—but, 
alas, such is life !-I availed myself of the cheap means of transit 
offered by the L. C. & D. Company, with stoppages en route between 
stations, and readily accepted by grateful and perspiring passengers, 
who descended from the carriages and romped about the banks 
and tasted plenteously of the lettuces and other leguminous growths 
thereon, doubtlessly to the delight of the owner, appreciative of the 
favour conferred upon his handiwork. I arrived at my destination. 
Margate was crammed from parade to shore, from fort to pier, from 
everywhere, in fact, with the recreation-seeking excursionist of both 
sexes. Costumes were various and many coloured. White seemed 
to predominate with the ladies, so strongly apposite to their 
tempers and immaculateness. Everyone was temperate—it was 
early. Everyone was amused—there was Walker, London, on the 
Pier. Every one was thirsty—the Sun was blazing. I lunched on 
the Pier and drank of the Pierian Spring there. In the midst of 
all my enjoyment I gradually became cognisant of some one waving 
and beckoning me to come to her. I arose, and, to my astonish- 
ment, beheld a damsel fair holding in her hand a Crook. She said 
she was a whipper-in from the Royal Crescent Boarding House, 
and at once took possession of me, nothing loth. She led me to the 
dining room, where I fared sumptuously. Margate has got a new 
theatre built upon the site of the old Assembly Rooms, a very 
accessible position. I intended paying a visit to this new Temple 
of Thespis upon its opening night, but other attractions super- 
vened. 

The Alhambra Theatre has a very charming artiste in Mdlle. 
Charmion, who made her debit last Wednesday evening. 

The Baroness von Rahden has been engaged by the management 
of the Empire Theatre, and will make her first appearance in 
England early in September in her graceful and daring acts of 
horsemanship. 

The Empire Theatre will produce a new ballet early in September, 
to be followed later on by an up-to-date ballet on a grand scale. 
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(‘* Mr. Radcliffe Cooke, the Tory member for Hereford, who began 
by representing the cider makers, has ended by competing with 
them, having set up business as a cider merchant, much to the in- 
dignation of his constituents.” 


‘‘Too many Cook(e)s may spoil the broth "’— 
So runs the adage hoary, 

Yet Hereford requires but one, 
An enterprising Tory. 

As Rhodes remarked of Dr. Jim, 
With painful relevancy, 

‘‘ He has upset the apple-cart” 
Of his constituency. 

That Mr. Cooke should dare to place 
His Parliamentary brand 

Upon their market is a thing 
They cannot understand. 


And now it’s probable he will 
Be dished for selling cider, 

A fate he would have baffled had 
He been a mere out-sider. 








= 





The Late Palmer-Keyser Contest. 


(‘It says much, not only for the energy of Mr. Keyser, but for 
the force of the principle he represented, t under adverse cir- 
cumstances he made so good a fight at Reading.”—Standard, July 
26th.) , 

Tue Radical password was *‘ Palmer for Reading,” i | 
And Fate even so has decided to fix it; 

That Palmer would win many Tories were dreading, 
And he now takes the cake as well as the biscuit. 


Still, Keyser for Westmineter’s bound yet to score, 
He has still tact and go, of course you’!! agree, sir; 

And next when he tries of St. Stephen's the door, 
His name of itself will prove the right Krvy, sir. 
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WARNING. 


This young lady went out on a hot day 
with a fashionable comb in her tresses. 














Beware of the Biograph Boom. 


“Tae biograph may soon cause the daily Press to take a back 
seat.’’ 

Such an announcement recently appeared in a contemporary. 
There is really more in this prediction than, at first blush, seems 
probable. (There is one good thing about the biograph: it never 
causes any blushes.) 

Doubtless it will be very convenient and exceedingly comfortable 
to repair to a hall, and while discussing a mild Manilla or a full 
Havana (should Uncle Sam leave any), to witness Jeddah earning 
for himself a ‘‘ bookies"’ benediction ; and Airs and Graces scoring 
off another’s bat within a few hours of these events, instead of 
purchasing a paper and perusing dry print (and sometimes wet, 
which is worse); but is there not another side to the question, I 
ask? Iam a married man, and, although there is nothing I ever 
do that I would not care about my wife seeing pourtrayed by the 
biographist (I assume the manipulator of the biograph to be so 
named), yet I have many married male friends, and on their 
behalf I protest against unlimited scope being given to this pictorial 


flutterer (a little ‘‘ flutter”’ on one’s own is all very well). So long 
as the biograph confines itself to strictly national events, such as 
Derbys and Jubilees, and limited mails and State funerals, and first- 
class executions, and things of that lively description, the biographist 
and I will remain on speaking terms, but should he come prying 





Unfortunately the comb exploded, and 
she had to go home like this! ! 


Avoust 9, 1898. 








The End of the Season. 


‘** Goodwood denotes the end of the 
London season.”’-—Vide Press. | 





Oxp London town is hot and brown 
With dust day after day ; 
So Fashion views it with a frown, 
| And quickly flies away 
| To moors or mountains, cool and sweet, 
Or foreign spots galore, 
Where foreigners will smile and cheat 
“‘Miladi’’ and ‘‘ milord’’! 


Old London town looks much the same 
Without the ‘* Upper Ten ”’; 

We carry on ‘ the same old game ’’— 
We women and we men; 

We toil from early morn till night 
To earn our daily bread, 

And often find our chief delight 
Is just to go to bed! 


Old London town cares not a jot, 
Although the season’s done, 

It knows that Fashion’s flirty lot 
Will come back one by one— 

Wille ..e back looking well or bad, 
With joy or sorrow crowned ; 

Will come back laughing, crying, mad— 
And so the world goes round ! 











around, say, the City, fora series of snapshots to be duly “ flickered ”’ 
before the public gaze, then we will divide, as they say at Pool (not 
a place within the meaning of the Act). Imagine ‘‘‘ Behind the 
Scenes in the City’ will be shown to-night’ by the biograph 
placarded all over the town. 

1. The Bodega at 11 a.m. 

2. Smirches at 1 p.m. 
‘* followers.”’) 

3. Roosters at 3 p.m. 

4. Outsiders at 3-30 p.m. 

5. Loungers at 4-30 p.m. (A chat with Charlotte at the bar.) 

6. The exodus at 5-30 p.m. (En route to station—railway.) 

Where is the City man who would enjoy seeing his friends 
‘given away ’’ in that manner, I should like to know. And yet, 
mark my words, such imperfection is the biograph on the very 
verge of achieving. 

Any man with half an eye (that will be about the visionary 
strength of the biographist should he be caught red-handed in the 
city) can see how portentously matters are moving in this pictorial 
age 

Given the above programme as merely the thin edge of the wedge, 
what may not be displayed before an audience composed nine-tenths 
of wives, I query in atl earnestness ? 

‘‘The Biograph, or the Wife’s Searchlight,” this too-previous in- 
vention will doubtless soon be named. 

Fellow men, I merely give you a hint. For the sake of your 
national honour, be up and doing. Do for the biographist as much 
you would for your mother-in-law. 


(The first drink.) 
(Turtle—not mock—and cham. with 


(Cigars and cognac.) 
(Watching the “ tape.’’) 












































Eor Breakfast. 





Seld Retall Everywhere. 


Chocolat Menier 





Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 















